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neath a plate. We got up in the cold dawn. Just after
sunrise I taxied out, and was in position when Saundby,
who was following me, did in a tyre. I waited, and
when he came on, I took off. Then I saw he was held
up again, so, after circling round, I pushed off. He had
another tyre gone, but followed me and eventually caught
me up on the big plain after L.G. V. The sunrise had
an unearthly beauty. The sun rose up over the grey
solitude, and suddenly flooded it with amber radiance.
One or two tiny flecks of cloud glared like lamps above
the sun, heralding the day. I passed over the Bitumen
Pools, and on over the little hills between L.G. II and
L.G. III. The mud flat by L.G. V showed like a thin
blue line on the horizon, and as I approached I saw it was
all wet, and reflected the high alto-cumulus. A Nairn
car had evidently driven on to it in the night at full speed
and was disconsolately bogged about 70 yards from the
edge.
I passed on over the plain and the sun came up and
shone into the cockpit and wanned me a little. I had
a drink of tea and some digestive biscuits which I had
brought. Then we approached the hills near L.G. IX,
and passed through the winding avenue, a pathway of
flat orange sand between the flat-topped hills. It curves
off sharply southwards, leaving the Aleppo track going
north-west. Out again into the rising plain, past El Jid,
on to the darker mottled mud desert, intersected by
wadis, with cross-markings of vegetation like a tiger's
skin. Far on the left one could see the double cones
of the distant hill, and farther still .two faint blue hills.
Then in the distance loomed the broken line of the basalt
country, and the sky darkened a little and looked grey and
dull We passed L.G. H and F amid the blackened hills,

